A NEW BALLAD, 
OR THE 


True-Blew-Pzoteſtant Piſſenter x 


With their {ad Lamentartion for their late Loſs in 
ALDERSGATESTREET. 


To the Tune of the Down-fall of Anthony. 


HEN Feroboams Calves wererea'*d, 
| And Church was neiiher lov*d nor tear'd: 


When Treaſon had a tine new Name, 
And Pulpits did ke Beacons fl:me. 
When fenr by Teacher of the I/7rd, 
The Rabvle, arni'd with Gun and Sword, 
Did tighr the Bartels of the Lord. 


Diſſenter ( now growa a great Rabby ) 
Was then in's Swadling-Clouts a Baby : 
D!ſſenter, 50n of Presbyter, 

Who was undoubred Son and Heir 
Ot Puritan, who was the Son 
Ot Calvin; he was chriltned Fohn, 
And ligird with hot Iron at Noyon. 


From wheace, as Sober men deſcant, 

Raves learn'd to burn Board Proteſtant, 

'T har with a doletul ſigh and groan, 

Forctells re Good Old Cayfe muſt down ; 
And trom this Calvin Fohn, the great . 
Leari.'d. Deftor TO. as iome relate, 
Found a way 1n at Boy's Back-gate. 

 Diſſ-nter, Brat of Presbyter, 

"That Goſpel-Comer, that Dog-Star, 

Whoſe very Preaching flew more men 

Than Bonzer with Fire, Stake, and Chain, 
He with wild Zeal, and Lungs like Boreas 
Once fought an1 raught, and 't1s nutorious ! 


Murther d his King to make him glorious, 


Diſſenter in his Tab begins, 
And bawls out loud, Friends, leave your [ins : 
Bur, rallying up his Saints in ſwarms, 
He whiſpers, Boys, ft and to your Arms ! 
Stand to your Arms, by Tory rude 
Our Gods can never be ſubdu'd ; 
Money, 1 mean, and Multitude. 


Next, ina rage, and frantick fume 
He bellow's out , Beware of Rome, 
The Pope and Arbitrary Power, 
Like Dragons herce will us devour : 
O Hellith, Popiſh Plot ! down, down ! 
Then whiſpers ; Boys (let's not be known ) 
We have contriv'd Plot of our own. 


Diſſenter, ſpeaking words like theſe, 
Doth give his Handkerchief a ſqueeze, 
With pleaſing twang then tunes his Proſe, 
Drawing Fobn Calvinthrough his Noſe. 

He tells the Siſters, if Plot take, 
The Righteous, as before, will make 
The greateſt in the Kingdom ſhake. 
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Bur ( Ohalas ! ) who can forclee 
The wi!d intrigues of Deſtiny ? 
In ſteps a Fatal M-!Jenger 
Acquaints the Ti.bſter, Noble Peer 
Abſconds bimſelf; The dire aftright 
Ferplext the Audicnce ; yet the Knight 
O*r4 Tub bawl'd on withall his might. 


Thou /irrle Mortal of three Names, 
Pilot of Plots, and Sire of Shams, 
Thou Subreranean, ſecret Spring, + 
Thar mov*lt all Engines *gainſt the King: 
It thou torſake us, we difpair, 
The Tory Sheriffs, and new Mayor 
Will th* Righteons all to pieces tear. 


Wo, wo be now to all our Clubbs, 

And Colonels of Plot=Meal-Tubs ! 

Now Salamanca wo to thee, 

And thy ilaſtrous Family ! i 
Wounmto thee thou ſtubborn Ihigg, 
Who whil-!7 lookt fo bold and big, 
Tinea wi bc taught another Jigg! 


Goals, Dungeons, Racks (he knock'd his Breaſt, 


Inipir'd as Propher, and as P::eſt ) 

Ropes, Halrers, H tchets, Pillories 

Prefenr themſceives before zur Eyes : 
Oh irue blew Proteſtant Rzoters ! 
Off goes your Heads, and eak our Ears ; 
The Sifters pour'd out floods of Tears. 

Aſſociate, mount, raiſe the rude Rabble, 

Reform the Kingdom to a Babel, 

Cry up falle felouſtes and Fears : 

Turn Paring-ſhowels into Spears ! 
Yer, Brethren, boaſt your Innocence, 
Religion being your Pretence, 
Torture the "Text ro apy Sence. 


And cry aloud, We love the King, - 
Though we intend not ſuch a thing ; 
For our Deſigns do drive us rather 
To ſerve himas we ferv*d his Father ; 
Whom we (his Subjects good and true ) 
Made ſtand at's Gate to publick view. 
In White Cap, and in Waſtcoat blew. 


Tubſter concludes, and fo will I, 
Afﬀirming that the Azure Skie 
Will fall, and Larks find a hard tryal, 
When Dzſſenter turns Subje&t Lojal. 
Oblivion Atts change not his Caſe, 
No Clemency, no Laws of Grace 
Make white this Ethiopians Face. 
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